CHAPTER V
"Nox DISTURBING you, I hope?" the newcomer
asked in a surly tone as he pushed open the wooden
gate*
Granet made no reply. He had drawn himself up.
There was a frown upon his face and his eyes were
fixed steadfastly upon the head-gear of the man
who was lounging towards them. The latter paused
a few paces away. Granet's eyes remained fixed on
his hat. With an awkward little laugh the man
dragged it from his head.
"No harm in coming to call upon a neighbour
is there?" he asked.
wlt depends upon the manner of arrival/' was the
dry comment. "I do not as yet know that you are a
neighbour. And, to let you in to one of my idiosyn-
crasies, I am never favourably disposed towards a
stranger who seems lacking in manners/*
'Tiigh and mighty, aren't you/' the other sneered.
"I live in the next bungalow but one on this estate.
There are queer things going on up at the Manoir.
I thought it was time we tenants got together and
discussed it."
"Thank you," Granet said, "I have only just ar-
rived myself, I have not had time to get used to the
place and I have nothing to discuss with anybody."
"My name," the intruder confided, "is Herbert,